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THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


THE OLD WITCH 


[THE VAULT-KEEPER 


LEGENDARY 1950s EC COMICS! 


FROM THE 





ROLLING IN MY REEK /NO RA G WITH ANOTHER SPINE-TINGLING TALE FROM MY CREEP- COLLECTION . 
TIGHTEN YOUR BELTS SO YOU WON'T BE SCARED OUT OF YOUR PANTS, AND l'LL BEGIN THE BLOOD - 




There is a morbid curiosity in 

CHILDREN, A STRANGE FASCINATION 
WITH DEATH. IT HURRIES THEM TO THE 
SCENES OF ACCIDENTS, SUCKS THEM 
INTO MOVIE THEATERS TO WATCH IT 
UNFOLD ON SILVER 
THEM TO MAKE-BELIEVE ABOUT IT... 
AND DRAWS THEM TO WINDOWS IN 




Averill pressed a switch, the pump reversed 

ITSELF. THE GURGLING BEGAN AGAIN. THE COLORLESS 
LIQUID IN THE JUG BEGAN TO SLOWLY DISAPPEAR, FORCED 
INTO MR. GROVES' EMPTY ARTERIES...| im 

SEE? WH at ' d V " OKAY, SMART J REA L L Y, 

I TELL YOU? J 6UYf SO YOU FELLERS. 

KNOW EVERYTHING') POP'S 

» i BEEN IN 

SJifr. ~ BED, AN... 


Ir. esprock rinsed the hose that 


OFF INTO 

THE RED-STAINED PORCELAIN SINK ANO PUSHED IT 
INTO THE NECK OF THE JUG WITH THE COLORLESS 
LIQUID ... fff WM» ' M 


I'LL BET A 
NICKEL THAT'S 
EMBALMIN’ 
A FLUID' <-rd 


STICK 
AROUND, 
\ PERCY' 


STICK 

AROUND, 

PERCY' 


I'LL BET 
YOU'RE 
RIGHT f 


f I'M GOIN'T 
HOME. Ml < 
1 PAM’S BEEN 
SICK AND.. 


Somewhere in the mortuary, 


The kids peering through their 


The last drop of the embalming 


FLUID GARGLEO OUT OF THE JUG AS 
THE LAST DROP OF A SODA IS SUCKED 
FROM A FOUNTAIN GLASS THROUGH A 
FRAYED STRAW. MR. ESPROCK SHUT 
OFF THE MOTOR. ..fi B— ^ ^ 


BELL TINKLEO. MR. ESPROCK STIF- 
FENED. A FIGURE SWEPT ASIDE 
THE CURTAINS AND CAME INTO THE 
BACK ROOM... [—j— p g 


PEEP-HOL E WHISPERED EXCITEDL Y., 


IT'S MR GRUDNY^r LISTEN r 
THE DRUGGIST f ) MAYBE WE 1 LL 
WHAT'S HE WANT? 1 FIND OUT.' 


HOWDY, AVERILL? 

I COME FOR - 
1 MY CUT.' A 


ANYBODY SEE 
YOU COME IN, 
MORT? . 


FIFTY BUCKS EACH f 


NOPE... NOBODY SAW 


FIFTY BUCKS' FOR 


WELL, NEXT TIME 
YOU POISON A 
PRESCRIPTION, 
MAKE SURE IT'S FOR 
SOMEBODY WHO CAN 
AFFORD A BIG 
^FUNERAL... A 


/ THAT'S THE BEST I COULD 
J OOF THE GROVES’ FAMILY 
DON'T HAVE MUCH MONEY. 

I FINALLY TALKED EM INTO 
the TWO HUNDRED DOLLAR 
FUNERAL. I CLEAR A HUNDRED 
ljrijl on THAT out 1 . 


CRYIN ’OUT LOUD, it 
DON'T PAY TO TAKE SUCH 
CHANCES FOR THAT 
LITTLE DOUGH . A 












\ THREE GRAND 
\ WORTH ' WE 
) CLEAR ONE 
' THOUSAND. 

THAT'S FIVE 
HUNDRED APIECE' 


AW, THEY 
WOULDN’T 
BELIEVE 
US ANY- L 
WAY... A 
COUPLE OF 
KIDS.' y 


YEAH. WE^ 
SOT TO TAKE 
CARE OF THIS 
OURSELVES'* 


BUT, 

HOW.?.. 


HEH, HEH.' WELL, ' 
AVERILL. 010 YOU 
STICK EM GOOD? 


HERE COMES 

MR. GRUDNY! 


THAT'S MORE > 
L/KE IT. ER... 
WHAT'S WRONG, 
AVERILL? YOU 
DON'T LOOK 


X JUST GOT W TELL US LATER, 
AN IDEA, A. PETE. LISTEN... 
FELLERS' ^ — 


WHEN HE GIVES YOU A ' 
PACKAGE TO DELIVER TO 
MR. ESPROCK, DON'T 
BRING IT TO HIM. BRING 
IT TO OUR CLUBHOUSE, 

. UNDERSTAND? > 


’ CHUBBY, YOU GET DOWN 
\ TO GRUDNYS DRUG 
I STORE and you HANG 
AROUND IN FRONT... 
STAY THERE ALL DAY 
L IF YOU HAVE TO ' A 


THE FUNERAL'S 
TOMORROW MORN- 
ING, MORT. I'LL \M/DN/GHT.. 
PROBABLY GET PAID 
TOMORROW NIGHT. • 

MEET ME AT THE 
USUAL PLACE, A 
I'LL GIVE YOU 


The next day, pete and billy 

AND CHUBBY WERE AT THEIR PEEP- 
HOLE, WATCHING MR. ESPROCK 
EMBALM PERCY'S FATHER... 

^ 


I DON'T KNOW' YOU r DON'T ’ 
LOOK PALE. RUN / BOTHER . 
DOWN. YOU LOOK / IT'S THE 
LIKE YOU NEED A \EKCITEMENT, 
TONIC.' I'LL SEND i I GUESS i . 
ONE OVER... 




Mr. esprock went back into the 

MORTUARY. THE KIDS DARTED AROUND 
TO THE BACK WINDOW IN TIME TO 


HEAR.. . 

HELLO, MORT? AVER/LL.' SAY.” 
ER ...MAYBE YOU'D BETTER SEND 
THAT TONIC OVER AFTER ALL f 



Outside mr. grudny's store, chubby waited 
PATIENTLY. FINALLY, MR. GRUDNY CAME OUT— 


SURE THING, 

MR. GRUDNY' 


HOW'D YOU LIKE TO MAKE 
A NICKEL, CHUBBY? DELIVER 
THIS PACKAGE OVER T 1 HR. 
ESPROCK AT THE UNDER- 
TAKING PARLOR... ; V 



Chubby took the package and rushed straight to the 


'okay, POUR Vv 
IT OUT... 


HERE'S THE 

RAT-POISON. 



Mr. esprock opened the door 

TO HIS MORTUARY TO SEE CHUBBY 
STANDING BEFORE HIM, HOLDING A 
STRAY CAT IN ONE HAND AND THE 



The bottle smashed into a thou- 
sand GLITTERING FRAGMENTS AND 
THE 'TONIC' POOLED OUT OVER THE 
MORTUARY FLOOR. CHUBBY RELEASED 






Late that night the kids waited for mr. esprock to emerge 

FROM HIS MORTUARY. TOWARD MIDNIGHT, HE CAME OUT. THEY FOL- 
LOWED HIM ATA SAFE DISTANCE AS HE MADE HIS WAY SLOWLY OUT 
OF TOWN... | f C/ T 


WE’LL SEE TONIGHT... 
WHEN HE MEETS GRUDNYf 


0-G-GOUY.T ] c'mon) 





Suddenly the night was very still, 

SAVE FOR AVERILL ESPROCK'S HEAVY 
BREATHING AS HE STOOD OVER MORT 
GRUDNY'S GROTESQUELY SPRAWLED 



They ran wildly over the grave- 
mounds... the THREE TERRORIZED 
BOYS WITH MURDEROUS MR.ESPROCK 
CLOSE BEHIND THEM, BRANDISHING 



H,HEHf THERE'S A STRIKIN6 
WIND-UP TO A TERROR- TALE, 

EH, CREEPS? NOW, THE VAULT- 
KEEPER AWAITS WITH HIS TALE 0 
COFFINS AND CADAVERS, SO 
' . TURN YOU OVER TO HIM. I LL 
DIG YOU LATER. 
TALKING 'BOUT 
DIGGING, AS THE 

FRENCH BEE- 
BOP PER SAID 
WHEN HE SAW 

the GUILLOTINE... 
'NAN, DIG THAT 
CRAZY BARBER 
CHAIR/' 





^HEH.HEH. AND NOW, VULTURES, IF YOU WILL 
INTO THE VAULT OF HORROR, YOUR HOST, THE 
VAULT-KEEPER WILL EHTERTA/H YOU. FOR THIS, 
MY FINAL FICTIONAL FLING, X HAVE CHOSEN A 
GRAVE TALE. YEPf IT'S TOLD BY A GRAVE f 
SO, CUDDLE UP TO THAT CORPSE OVER THERE AND 
I'LL BEGIN THE DRAMA OF DREAD AND DEATH 


THE 

CRAVING 

GRAVER 



The wind blows sadly across the gnarled and bent trees around me. IT whispers past the cold 

MONUMENTS THAT THE OTHERS PROUOLY HOLD UPWARD TOWARD THE NIGHT SKY. BUT UPON MY BREAST 
IS NO COLD STONE FOR THE WIND TO SING OVER. I LIE SILENT WITH AN EMPTINESS WITHIN ME... A 

THE OTHERS SIGH CONTENTEOLY, SHIFTING AND CRACKING, EMBRACING THEIR CHARGES ...THEIR RIGID 
BUT I AM BARREN ...FRUITLESS. BENEATH MY MOUNOED OUTER SKIN-CRUST, NO RIGID CHARGE LIES, 


AM AN UNOCCUPIED GRAVE, CRYING WITH THE CRYING WIND... WAITING FOR MY LONELINESS TO END . .. 
WAITING FOR A BODY f 




I HAVE WAITED LIKE THIS THROUGH THE CENTURIES, 
WATCHING THE OTHERS AROUND ME, EACH IN THEIR 
TURN, OPEN WIDE THEIR YAWNING MOUTHS AND TAKE 
IN THEIR WARDS, CRADLING THEM HAPPILY WITHIN 
THEIR EARTH-WOMBS... 


LOWER THE 
^ COFFIN ... 


HE WAS A GOOD MAN. 


UGH.' HARD 
AS A ROCK f 


HERE. USE 
THE PICK.. 


LET'S GET TO IT, 
AL. NOT MUCH 
TIME LEFT TILL f 
MORN IN'/ m 


I HAVE LAIN FALLOW THROUGH THE FREEZES AND THE 
THAWS, HEARING THEM NURSING THEIR FOSTER-CHILDREN, 
AND LONGING FOR MY OWN. ON SUNDAYS, I HAVE LISTENED 
TO THE MOURNERS AND REMEMBERERS COME AND CRY UPON 
THE OTHERS AND PLACE FLOWERS UPON THEIR BOSOMS. 


On NIGHTS LIKE THIS ONE. . .WHEN THE SKY IS OVER- 
CAST WITH LOW HANGING RAIN-CLOUDS, WHEN I CAN SEE 
NO STARS... I CAN ONLY LIE AND LISTEN TO THE 
HAPPY CHATTERING OF THE GRAVES AROUND ME GUARD- 
ING, PROTECTING, CARING FOR THEIR BROOD. X CAN ONLY 
LIE AND LISTEN AND YEARN. I YEARN FOR THE DAY 
WHEN I, TOO, WILL REACH FORTH AND DRAW IN MY 
DEATH-FETUS AND HOLD IT FAST, SUCKLING IT WITH MY 
DAMPNESS.. ■ 


And always, when the wind comes up across 
the OTHER GRAVES, IT CARRIES THEIR LAUGHTER 
TO ME. THEY LAUGH BECAUSE THEY HAVE FULFILLED 
THEIR PURPOSE. THEY LAUGH BECAUSE THEY ARE NO 
LONGER EMPTY AND BARREN AND CHILDLESS. THEY 
LAUGH AT ME... 



But, WAIT/ what is that i 
HEAR?f VOICES IN THE WIND ... 
VOICES IN THE NIGHT ... VOICES 
OVER MET AND WHAT IS THAT X 
FEEL?f COLD STEEL RENTING 
MY CRUST ...CRACKING OPEN MY 


I'LL TELL MY 
CONGRESS- 
MAN.'WI'LL 
PASS A LAWf 



There is a trembling down 

DEEP WITHIN ME... A SURGE OF 
EXCITEMENT AND ANTICIPATION. 


All THESE YEARS OF WAITING. ALL 
THESE YEARS OF LONGING AND 
YEARNING AND CRYING . THEY'RE 



And now it is morning, i lie with my insides 
TORN FROM ME AND HEAPED UP AT MY SIDE. I LIE 
OPEN, FEELING THE SUNLIGHT ...THE COLD A I R , I 
HEAR THE CRUNCHING STEPS THAT I HAVE HEARD 
SO OFTEN... HEAR THE GRUNTS OF THE PALLBEARERS 



The coffin is lowereo. i reach upward for 
IT, ACCEPTING IT, FEELING OF ITS SMOOTHNESS, 
AND SENSING OF ITS CONTENTS... MY DEATH-WARD- 
MY CORPSE -CHARGE. .Ml OWN... 


The MOURNERS LEAVE. THE GRAVE OIGGERS STEP FOR- 
WARD WITH THEIR SHOVELS . X EMBRACE THE COFFIN 
MORE ANO MORE AS THEY RETURN MY SOIL-INNARDS TO 
ME. THEY STAND, FINALLY, UPON MY REPAIRED BODY, 
TAMPING DOWN MY OUTER SKIN, STITCHING UP THE WOUND 


COME, ROLAND! 
IT IS DOME. 


TAKE IT 
EASY, WILLY. 


ALL RIGHT, AMBITIOUS. 
THAT'S E HOUGH. C’MON. 



The grave diggers trudge off. i 

AM FULFILLED. THE EMPTINESS 
WITHIN ME IS GONE. ..THE YEARNING 
VANISHED. THE BODY LIES GUARDED 
INSIDE ME. I WHISPER TO IT... 
SOOTHING IT... COMFORTING IT IN 


The DAYS AND WEEKS PASS. BUT 
THE BODY WITHIN MY FOLD DOES 
NOT LIE AT REST. THE BODY WITHIN 
ME IS NOT AT PEACE. THERE IS A 
STIRRING INSIDE THE COFFIN 
NESTLING IN MY BOSOM. A FLUT- 


T HE BODY TELLS ME HER STORY. 

HER NAME IS CYNTHIA MEADOWS. SHE 
WAS, LIKE ME, LONELY ALL HER LIFE. 
SHE'D REMAINED UNMARRIED-BARREN, 
FRUITLESS... YEARNING FOR THE 


THINGS HER MARRIED SISTER ENJOYEO. 




And the empty years had crawled by...as they'd 


T HE BODY STIRRING WITHIN ME TELLS ME OF THE 
LONELY YEARS ...THE LONGING SHE'D FELT FOR A 
CHILD OF HER OWN. AND X 


She'd felt the laughter ...the scorn around her. 

I'D FELT SCORN. SHE'D WATCHEO THE OTHER WOMEN 
KNEW MARRY ANO HAVE CHILDREN. ANO SHE'D CR/ED... 


MYRA'O FALLEN ILL SUDDENLY. AND SO, THE LONELY YEARS HAO ROLAND'S ARRIVAL IN CYNTHIA'S 

SHE'D DIED WITHIN THE WEEK... ENDED FOR CYNTHIA AS MY LONELY HOUSE HAD MEANT THE END OF THE 




And then she'o discovered why Poor cynthia. how sorry i 


ROLAND HAD LEFT SO SUDDEN LY... 


FEEL FOR HER...TO YEARN FOR 
SOMETH I NG...TO YEARN FOR IT 
FOR SO LONG. ..TO FINALLY GET IT... 
AND THEN TO LOSE IT ONCE MORE. 
SHE TELLS ME OF HOW BROKEN - 
HEARTED SHE WAS .. 


She tells me how she'd tried 
TO FORGET HIM. SHE TELLS ME HOW 
HER INVESTMENTS HAD CONTINUED 
TO MAKE HER WEALTHIER AND 
WEALTHIER. AND THEN. ..SIX YEARS 
LATER ... 




But then cynthia tells me what rolano and 

ENID HAD PLANNED... 


ONCE WE GET HER TO MAKE 
OUT A WILL LEAVING . 
ALL OF HER DOUGH ITT 
TO US... Ml I 


..WE KNOCK 
HER OFF f 


YOU DON'T KNOW HOW 
HAPPY YOU'VE a 
MADE AN OLD V 
'lonely WOMAN, ■ 
ENID... ROLAND'^ 


WE BOTH LOVE 
YOU, AUNT > 
CYNTHIA f j 


YES, AUNT 
CYNTHIA... 


And now i know why the body i embrace 

WITHIN MY EARTH -WOMB IS NOT AT PEACE. NOW I 
KNOW WHY IT SCRATCHES AND STIRS INSIDE. CYNTHIA 
MEADOWS HAD BEEN MURDERED... 


Her niece and nephew had pushed her down a long 
FLIGHT OF CELLAR STAIRS. THEY'D TOLD THE DOCTOR. . ■ 


we HEARD her SCREAM ] what a 
AND FALL/ we CAME AS /HORRIBLE, 
FAST AS WE COULD.' WHEN \ HORRIBLE 
WE GOT HERE... SHE. . . J ACCIDENT^ 


SHE'S. . 
SHE'S 
DEAD ' 


The 80DY WITHIN ME TURNS AND PUSHES AND 
SCRATCHES. I TRY TO STOP IT, .. TRY TO MAKE MY 
INSIDES HARD... BUT IT IS DETERMINED. THEN, 
ONE NIGHT... MONTHS AFTER I HAD FIRST 
EMBRACED IT... THE BODY PUSHES UPWARD INTO 
THE COOL AIR... PUSHING OUTWARD PAST MY 
CRUST- SKIN... — 


Despite my pleading, it totters off... across the 

OTHER GRAVES... INTO THE COLD WIND.-THE WIND THAT 
CARRIES BACK TO ME ONCE AGAIN THE LAUGHTER AND 


SCORN OF THE OTHERS. 


And within me there is an emptiness and a yearn- 
ing ONCE MORE. I AM LONELY ONCE MORE. 




IS COMING TOWARD ME, DRAGGING THE SCREAM- 
BEHIND IT... 



It IS CYNTHIA. SHE HOLDS THEM IN HER VICE-LIKE 
GRIP AND STAGGERS ACROSS THE OTHER GRAVES ... 
THE OTHER GRAVES THAT HAVE SUDDENLY STOPPED 
LAUGHING. SHE HOLDS THEM ...ROLAND AND ENID... 
HOLDS THEM OUT TO ME... 


...ANO I REACH FOR THEM. CYNTHIA HELPS ME REACH. 
SHE SHOVES ASIDE MY SKIN-CRUST, SCOOPS OUT MY 
INSIDES, PUSHES THEM, SHRIEKING, INTO MY EMBRACE... 



...For now i know my HEAL fulfillment, i wasn't*/*'*' the others 
AFTEH ALL. THEY RE ALL SINGLE GRAVES. I am A DOUBLE ONE f 


Cynthia is gone away, now. the screaming has stopped, yes, we WERE 


HEH.HEH. ANO SO, KIDDIES ...OUR 
little BLECCH-BOOK ends on this 
GRAVE NOTE. ROLAND AND ENID 
were PUNISHED for their crime... 
BURIED A LIVE... ay CYNTHIA 'S 
CORPSE, AND OUR LITTLE GRAVE 
ROTTED them HAPPILY EVER 
AFTER. SO NOVI ...HUH? WHERE'S 
CYNTHIA THESE DAYS, YOU ASK? 
WHY SHE JUST WANDERED AROUND 
TILL SHE FOUND SOME OTHER 





THE IRVPT-KEEPER'S 

GRIM FAIRY TALE! 



BECAUSE I HAVE RECEIVED SUCH A FLOOD OF REQUESTS (ONE. ..THE 
EDITOR'S MOTHER-IN-LAW.. A I HAVE DECIDED TO TELL YOU ANOTHER 
\INFANTILE INSANITY, AFTER CAREFUL AND INTENSE RESEARCH, I 
HAVE DISCOVERED THE TRUE FACTS BEHIND THE GRIM FAIRY TALE ABOUT 
I THE PRINCESS WHO SLEPT ALL THOSE YEARS. YOU KNOW.. . THE ONE CALLED.. 


THE SLEEPING BEAUTY' 



Once upon a time, long, long ago, in a kingdom 

FAR AWAY. ..EVEN FURTHER THAN BROOKLYN, MAYBE.. 
THERE STOOD A CASTLE, COMPLETELY SURROUNDED BY 
A HIGH IMPENET... IMPENETRA... IMPENETRA. . . IT WAS 
A THICK GROWTH OF BRAMBLES, ALL THORNY AND 
WHAT-NOT. AND TO THIS CASTLE COMPLETELY SUR- 
ROUNDED BY THE IMPENET... IMPENET... THE STUFF, 




AH? THE SLEEPING \ CAN IT, 
BEAUTY-FAIR DAMSEL ) buster : 
IN DISTRESS-AWAITING) THAT 
HER RESCUE- which I JBRAMBU 
will FOREW/TH BUSH is 
CARRYOUT ' ) IMPENETRA.. 

■ IMPENET... 

'^L IT’s THICK.' 


FEAR NOT. MY GOOD MAN ROUNDS? 
I. CHARMING PRINCE ^GAEOOKS ? 
CHARMING, WILL HEW l JIM I NY / 
MY WAY THROUGH y-? AND 
THAT GROWTH. WITH ) CRICKETS. 
THIS. .. A SOLID GOLD- 

I PLATED BOY 
y/ ; 11 A SCOUT KNIFE?; 


...WHICH I OBTAINED ( THE D/RTY 
BY TEARING OFF THE? CROOKS ... 
TOP FROM A LARGE) THEY NEVER 
SIZE GIANT MO [ SENT me 
SENDING IT ALONG ( MINE? 

) WITH MY NAME 
AND ADDRESS... 






'And finally, the queen pre- 


isn’t it TRUE , my GOOD / IT 
MAN, THAT MANY YEARS ( FIGURES / 
AGO, a KING AND QUEEN'^m Wl 
LIVED IN THAT CASTLE? I 


AND THE KING AND 
QUEEN WANTED A 
CHILD. VERY ] 
g BADLY.. . , — A 


F/GURES/j\ SENTED THE KING WITH A BOUNCING ( 
-nj_ |»aJ| BABY GIRL...' 


not SOHARD] 


CATCH, * 
IRVING?. 


'The KING WAS SO OVERJOYED WITH 
HIS NEW PRINCESS, THAT HE ISSUED 
AN INVITATION...' 


►'The v.i.p.'s of the kingdom 

FLOCKED TO THE FLEAST...ER. 
LEAKED TO THE FLOST... ER . 1 
CAME TO EAT.. / 


\ C 'MON, 

) ETHEL? 

' THE 
PARTY'S 
GETTIN 1 
DULL f . 


HERE IS A LIST OF 
EVERYBODY WHO IS 
ANYBODY, invite 
THEM TO A FEAST... 
IN HONOR OF MY 
NEW DAUGHTER. . 


' AND NOW, LADIES AND 
GERMS... YOU WILL ALL 
MAKE A PREDICTION _ 
CONCERNING THE 
HAPPY FUTURE OF 
'MY NEW DAUGHTER ' 


YES, 
YOUR ' 
MAJESTY? 


IT MUST BE JELLY, ] 
'CAUSE JAM DON’T) 
SHAKE LIKE THAT..~\ 


'Everyone at the feast was > But a THOUGHTFUL VIP CALMED ) 
SHOCKED AT THE PREDICTION OF X THE HORRIFIED GATHERING BY PUTTING? 

THE BI G -SHOT WHO WASI?T INVITED..' f IN HER TWO CENTS.. ■ ' ij 

( DIG~Y~ALMAYs) CMON/JgATEu 

> THE V. CLOWN- < SCRAM/ [CRASHER. 

CREEP/) !NG / ^ ryi 


This big wheel was fit to be tired. 
HEHjHEH... GET IT? TIRE? TIRED? + 
WHEEL? TIRE ON THE WHEEL? OH, 
NEVER MIND? ANYWAY, THIS BIG \ 
WHEEL ROLLED IN AT THE HEIGHT ‘ 
OF THE FESTIVITIES.. J 


ON HER EIGHTEENTH A CM,C'M0N\ 
BIRTHDAY, THE PRINCESS /ETHEL. THIS! 
will NOT DIE, but y party is f 
WILL GO TO SLEEP.. ) GETTIN' S 

jrT piW Real dulu) 


1 YOU WANT A PREDICTION, KING 
IRVING? ALL RIGHT/ I'LL GIVE 
YOU ONE.. .THE PRINCESS WILL 
DIE ON HER EIGHTEENTH A 
ri BIRTHDAY. . . 




'And so it came to pass that 


L LISTEN, WOMAN? TOMORROW ] LOOK 
Fis your EIGHTEENTH J at me? 
! BIRTHDAY, now I want LOOK: 
YOU TO STAY IN YOUR 
, ROOM.' NOBODY SLEEPsfe^5U^ 
.'round HERE.' j— T _ fe * L\\/ 


THE BABY PRINCESS GREW UP TO 
BECOME A LUSCIOUS CHICK THAT 
ANYBODY WOULD WANT TO HUG 
AND KISS...' 


• TOMORROW IS L-^. LISTEN, DAD ! A 
YOUR EIGHTEENTH )l'uN0 CHILDS) 
BIRTHDAY, child? tt' m a GROWN f 
WOMAN. LOOK 1 

■cBH v ' 7 Vfl j AT MEf look/ 1 


IRVING / SHE'S ) NO/ WAIT/ 


1 1004 IRVING/ | BRAMBLES HAVE ) 
OUTSIDE THE ) GROWN UP OVER- 1 
r CASTLE f ) NIGHT, CREATING AN*» 
fcmm r — -^IMPENET... IMPENETRA...1 
1 A THICK WALL OF < 
g\\W THORNS... y-J 


But the next day, the king and • 
QUEEN DISCOVERED THEIR DAUG HT E R. . 


DEAD / 


— 7 SHE IS ASLEEP. ' 

THE PREDICTION < 
HAS COME TRUE/ < 


C‘ MON, YOU LAZY... " IRVING / 


HOW WILL WE GET 007?) WHAT 
HOW WILL THE -'ABOUT MY 

DELIVERY MAN \ BUSINESS 

GET IN? WE'LL jmK-xxr\ 

/ STARVE/ 


UNTIL A CHARMING ALL . 

PRINCE WILL AROUSE f RIGHT, 
HER WITH HIS KISS ( ALREADY/ 
OF LOVE/ he'll HUG Ss-i / — 
HER and KISS HER... Pfl P# 
AND HUG HER. . . AND / 7 yr' 
■ KISS HER... AND... )_.//' 


But the next day. the 


The prince stood before melvin, 


CLASPING AND UNCLASPING HIS 
SOLID GOLD-PLATED BOY SCOUT 
KNIFE... 

( isn't THAT 

y CORRECT/ You ) 

/ the STORY, 

) HAVE WON THIRTY-] 

^ MY GOOD 

J TWO DUCATS' J 

Y MAN ? ^ 

( WOULD YOU LIKE | 


TO TRY FOR SIXTY- ) 






Outside, the sun had set. the 

SLEEPING BEAUTY FLUTTERED HER 
EYE LIDS.. . OPENED HER EYES. ■■ 


Charming prince charming 

STOOD BEFORE THE SLEEPING 
SLEEPING BEAUTY. ■■ 


IT IS I, SLEEPING BEAUTY 1 
X HAVE RESCUED YOU f ^ . 


The sleeping beauty leaped 
FROM HER BED.. ■ 


The sleeping beaut sat up. 


all these YEARS, you \SUCKEPf 
HAVE SLEPT, UNTIL 


at NIGHT, I'M WIDE AWAKE/ 
I GO OUT INTO THAT IMPENET. ,. 
IMPENETRA ...THAT MESS OUT 
THERE AND FIND THE SUCKERS 


HEH.HEH? WELL, THAT'S MY CHILDISH 
CH/LLEP FOR THIS ISSUE, creeps. 
HOPE you LIKED my NAUSEA TINS 
NUPSEPY NOVELETTE' and now, 
i smell THE OLD WITCH'S pot 

BREWING. THE OLD 

GAL 

TO FEED YOU 

Wm, \ SfS. FOUL FARE 

rMMii/Sl a and wind up 
MY REEK ~ 

RAO. so i'll 

ONI I irTS&m HI B E SHO VEL/NO 
VniilW^Wyll ALONG/ READY/} 

Fill’f aOHJil H0LD N0S£ ' I 

EYES ■ ■ m 

imrnttm r i° ht ■ M 


... As SHE SUNK THEM INTO 
CHARMING PRINCE CHARMING'S 
THROAT. ■ . ^ , 


The sleeping beauty's fangs 
GLISTENED. ■ ■ 


AND I DRINK THEIR BLOOD.' 
FOR YOU SEE... 


6000 

LORD' 


I'M a VAMP/PE. 




THE. 


f HEE, HEEf AND NOW IT'S WIND-UP TIME IN C.K ‘S MUCK-MAG, AND YOUR HOSTESS IN THE HAUNT OF FEAP, } 
YOUR STEWEH OF SEWER STORIES. YOUR D/SHER-OUTEP OF DELIRIOUS DESSERTS, THE OLD W/TCH, IS 
READY WITH her REEKING CAULDRON, so TUCK YOUR DROOL CUPS UNDER YOUR QUIVERING CHINS A”* 
I'LL BEGIN THE FOUL FARE I CALL... 

SHADOW Of D1AT1I 


Come with me to a lonely corner in the downtown ila 

BUSINESS SECTION OF A LARGE CITY. OVERHEAD, THE LAST H -■ 
FADING STAR IS FINALLY RETREATING BEFORE THE 
ADVANCING LIGHT OF DAWN, AND THE SLEEPING CITY IS 
AWAKENING TO THE SOUNDS OF JANGLING ALARM CLOCKS. 1 
BUT LONG BEFORE THE CITY'S OFFICE WORKERS AND A 
BUSY HOUSEWIVES HAVE RISEN FROM THEIR WARM BEDS, j 
EZRA MORTON HAS BEEN ON THE JOB. THERE HE IS t J 
NOW, UNLOCKING HIS LITTLE NEWSSTAND AND SWING- 
ING WIDE ITS OOORS. NOTICE HOW EZRA LABORS, 

WINCING IN PAIN. YES, DEAR READER, EZRA IS AN 
INVALID. A CRIPPLED NEWSDEALER. EZRA 
MORTON IS PARALYZED FROM THE WAIST DOWN... 


THE BUNDLES OF MORNING NEWSPAPERS 
STACKED ON THE CURB BESIDE EZRA'S NEWSSTAND, 
READY TO BE UNTIED AND LAID OUT NEATLY ON DIS- 
PLAY. SEE HOW EZRA STRUGGLES, BENDI NG IN HIS 





Yes, dear reader, ezra smiles, he smiles because 

HE IS CONTENT. FOR THIS IS HIS LIFE. ..ALL THAT 
MATTERS TO HIM. THIS LITTLE N EWSTAND, WITH 
ITS FEW HUNDRED DAILY PAPER SALES, IS EZRA’S 
CASTLE. ITS MEAGER PROFIT IS THE LINE DRAWN 
BETWEEN INDEPENDENCE AND STARVATION FOR HIM. SO 
EZRA SMILES. BUT EZRA DOES NOT SMILE FOR LONG. 
SUDDENLY EZRA CATCHES SIGHT OF A FIGURE STANDING 
NEAR THE SUBWAY KIOSK ... x-« 

jtHEYf M 



NOW, EZRA IS READY FOR THEM ... FOR THE PARADE OF 
HUMANITY TO RUSH BY HIS STAND AND TOSS ITS COPPER 
PENNIES UPON HIS PAPERWEIGHTS AND EAT AWAY AT THE 
STACKS UNTIL ONLY A FEW LAST BATTERED COPIES REMAIN. 



■ A MAN CLUTCHING A STACK OF NEWSPAPERS UNDER 


"HEY, YOU' THIS IS ‘ 
MY SPOT, HO* ABOUT 
rr?f FIND YOUR 
l OWN SPOT. 


THIS IS A FREE 
COUNTRY, BUSTER? 
I’LL STAND WHERE 
r_ I LIKE f ^ 





Ezra begins to do what he has NEVER done 
BEFORE. HE CALLS OUT, TRYING TO ATTRACT ATTEN~ 
T/ON, CALLING FOR SALES, IMPLORING, REMINDING 
THE MASS OF HUMANITY WITH HEALTHY LEGS THAT IT 
HAS ALWAYS BOUGHT ITS PAPERS FROM HIM... 



But THE SLEEPY-EYED PEOPLE ARE BLINO. IN THEIR 
RUSH TO CATCH THEIR TRAINS, THEY DO NOT NOTICE 
THAT THEY ARE BUYING THEIR MORNING PAPERS FROM 
E NEW... 




And now, the morning rush hour 

IS ALMOST OVER. EZRA'S PAPER 
STACKS STAND HIGH AND HARDLY 
TOUCHED. THE MAN WITH THE HEALTHY 
i WAVE S TO EZRA- 

‘^ALL'sOLD OUT, G/MPYf ) 
S' LONG f SEE YOU 
TOMORROW f 


All day long, ezra sits in his 

WHEELCHAIR TRYING TO SELL HIS 
PAPERS TO THE FEW WHO STRAGGLE 



Finally, darkness begins to fall, sadly, ezra 

TIES HIS UNSOLD PAPERS INTO BUNDLES AND DEPOSITS 
THEM ON THE CURB FOR THE TRUCKS TO PICK UP WHEN 




The oavs pass, every morning the man is there, 

STEALING SALES FROM EZRA. AND EVERY NIGHT.EZRA 
COUNTS HIS UNSOLD PAPERS AND TIES THEM INTO 
BUNDLES... ^ gW| ■ 


''if YOU CAN'T SELL MORE 
PAPERS THAN THIS, EZRA, ' 
WE'LL CUT YOU OUT OF i 
OUR DELIVERY ROUTE, m 


1'llT.x'll^ 
TRY. I’LL DO 
SOMETHING.' 


But what CAN ezra do? what can 
A CRIPPLE DO TO A MAN WITH A 
HEALTHY STRONG BODY? THE 
TRUCKMAN LEAVES. EZRA SITS WITH 
HIS HEA D IN H IS HANDS^^^^^g 


^7 IF... IF I WEREN'T 
PARALYZED... IF I WEREN'T 
CRIPPLED AND HELPLESS. 
IF I WERE STRONG, I'D j 
k SHOW HIM f I'D... SOB... , 


It RISES FROM ITS WHEEL CHAIR, WAVERING. 


A WEEK GOES BY. TWO. ONE MORNING, A TRUCKMAN 
WHO DELIVERS EZRA'S PAPERS WARNS 


Above, the sky is just beginning 
TO GROW LIGHT. THE GLOW FROM A 
NEARBY STREETLAMP CASTS EZRA'S 
SHADOW UP AGAINST HIS NEWSSTAND., 


Suddenly, Ezra's shadow lifts its 

HEAD FROM ITS HANDS... 


It glides off, down the DESERTED street, on 
UNSTEA0Y LEGS.../ 





It reaches in, plucking the 


ACROSS BOARD FENCES... 


Hesitates before a hardware 


...Lifting away the shadow of the shovel standing 


...Back across b 



^ I 



With the shadow-shovel, Ezra's shadow digs a 
SHALLOW SHAOOW-GRAVE BESIDE THE BILLBOARD... 


IFELESS SHADOW IN. 


Then, Ezra's shadow returns to 

THE NEWSSTAND WHERE EZRA STILL 
SITS WITH HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS... 


GUY'S 


SOB. ..SOB... THAT 'S . 


HEART ATTACK., 

r LOOKS LIKE? , 


r WHAT t 

HAPPENED' 


SOB ...THAT'S WHAT 
I'D DO' 


Later, the morgue-wagon attendants lift the booy of thi 

ALMOST STOLE EZRA'S BUSINESS FROM HIM. AS THEY CARRY IT TO 
ING TRUCK, EZ RA GASPS... pa y 11 • / — 


GOOD LORD f 


.For, ALTHOUGH THE MORNING SUN IS SHINING BRIGHTLY, THE DEAD WAR'S, 
BODY OASTS NO SHADOW... j 


...And SHOVELS THE SHADOW-SOIL IN UPON IT... 


...And Ezra's shadow assumes 

EZRA'S POSITION AS EZRA HEARS.. 

r HEY. ' THIS 


Ezra rolls his wheelchair to the 
CRUMPLED FORM OF THE BIG MAN WITH 
THE HEALTHY LEGS LYING AMONG HIS 
SCATTERED PAPERS... 


WHICH IS THE NEATEST TRICK OF ' 
THE WEEK, WOULDN'T YOU SAY? WELL 
THAT'S my REVOLTING RECIPE 
FOR THIS ISSUE, CREEPS. NOW IT'S ^ 
TIME TO PUT OUT THE FIRE UNDER MY 
POT AND CLOSE THE DOORS TO THE 
HAUNT OF FEAR. SO 
TODOLE ALONG. WE 
( GHOULUNAT/CS WILL 
fuHL ALL BE BACK NEXT 
MuKhl I IN V.K.'S MAG, THE 
\L( JMPA VAULT OF HORROR. 

‘BYE, NOW. ER_. 

I SAIO 'BYE f ' 
go on ‘ n h 

ilxaywP Jr scram, < 
inwVI “W ALREADY' \ 




IN THE WEB! 

Gemstone Publishing’s Website is waiting for you at 

www.gemstonepub.com 

Price Guides • EC Comics • Comic Book Marketplace • Overstreet’s FAN Universe 
News, Features, Columns & Interviews by BOB OVERSTREET • BENN RAY 
JOHN K. SNYDER, JR. • ARNOLD T. BLUMBERG • J.C. VAUGHN 



